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PROOF... OF 8 BRANDS 

TESTED, W IS BEST 
IMITATION OF» 
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v PANIC □ 
MAD □ 

, PLEASE SEND ME ONE OR 
j BOTH MAGAZINES CHECKED 
ABOVE FOR WHICH I ENCLOSE 
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010 NOT RESPONO. ANNIE'S LOVER 
WAS A RAGGED LIFELESS GOLD 
SCARECROW... gg 


V’T REAL, 


HESTER.f 


r' little idiot/he t 

i FLESH AN* BLOOD 
IKE MEfUtME HELP 


SOMEDAY.. 


'HESTERf 


TROUBLE. she. 


: DON'T \ 



























Hester looked 

.THE FARMYARD... 


THERE'S YER CRtTTER, 

ABNER .AHH/E... COMIN* BA( 


OU, ABNER’ \ I... I HEERO A CRfTTER OUT - 

r'BEEN? U S)OE WORRY/H' THE STOCK. 
IMI I GOT ME kt'GUN BU T I DION'T 


D/STURB/H'/K" 

■r * £ST ^ 


STUP/D FOOL ..WAn 
' SCARECROW.. 


' HAVE t 


T'A/N'T NO USEf 
00 STUP/D TO UNDE 
STAND ' 


oo STUP/D T 
VDERSTAA/Df 


BLASTED 


WASTE.. 

































































SHE S GONE.' 
THEY'RE BOTH GONE' 

THEY'VE RUNOFF 
TOGETHERf ^ 


WERE NOT GONE AFTER AL* 
[ oUT TneRE IN THE F/ELDS.. 


THERE.. 


THAT'S IT' ABNER/ 
DYFRIEND* HE'S THE fe 
MEETING*' y 


































■Hester found 


Hester felt suddenly sick.'she 
HAD THOUGHT FOUL THINGS OF HER 
HUSBAND...THOUGHTFOUL THINGS 
OF THIS POOH HALF-WITTED 
SIMPLE G/HL... 


'HESTER! 


ANNIE.. 


STICKS A 
STRAW! 


FILLING WITH TE.'4.S.I 


' NO.' HE LOVES 
HE SHOWED ME ‘ 
IGHT 1 HE SHOWED 
ME... ,- - 


NO, ANNIE' HE COULDN'T! I 

LOOK.' I'LL SHOW YOU r 
HE’S STRAW' STRAW 


NO.' NO f YOU'LL j HE NEVER 
WAS ALIVE, 

I ANNIE( HE'S 

. i STRAW' SEE?SEE? 




GOOD LORD!} 


MY GOD! HE'S 

BLEEDINGf 

to HE'S... 


ALIVE / 







































































































’ITBIED TO STOP THIS MAD AVALANCHE THAT HAD 'I WAS A MUMMY... A WEREWOLF...A ZOMBIE...EVERYTHING 






























































TIMETABLE 


Mr. Gardent slammed the front door furi¬ 
ously, his face livid with rage. Snorting sav¬ 
agely, he hurried toward the subway. This 
fight he just had with Sylvia was the last he 
was going to stomach; it was time to scare 
the life out of that ungrateful wife of his! 

All day long at the office, while he toyed 
aimlessly with his paperweight and mechan¬ 
ical pencil, Mr. Gardent’s mind was a turmoil 
of plans to exact vengeance for the heartache 
he had been subjected to. At four o’clock 
he banged his fist against his desk top and 
brayed with delight. To his puzzled secretary 
he blurted that he was going home an hour 
early... all the way to his house he fondled 
the idea he had concocted. Polished it, in fact, 
until it gleamed like a jewel of a plan. He’d 
shock his wife out of ten years’ growth! 

It was Sylvia’s bridge day, he thought as 
he quietly opened the front door, and strode 
toward the bathroom. She wouldn’t be home 
‘til a few minutes after five... give him plenty 
of time to gulp down the huge overdose of 
sleeping pills. He had carefully checked on 
the strength of those pills at the time his 
prescription was filled; if he was rushed to 
the hospital wkhin two hourx-oi the time he 
swallowed the lethal overdose, he’d be right 
as rain within twenty-four hours! 

Mr. Gardent settled comfortably into his 
leather den chair, puffed his pipe until the 
jast ember had turned to cinder. He twirled 
the bottle cap, tilted the glass jar until a 
mound of greenish pills spilled into his palm. 
He checked his watch once more. It was ten 
minutes before five. Sylvia would be home 
within a half-hour. She’d find him sprawled 
here in the den, the fake suicide note he’d 
prepared pinned to his shirt. He knew Sylvia 


as well as he knew his own reflection in the 
shaving mirror... she'd probably been devas¬ 
tated by that argument they’d had this morn¬ 
ing. She’d be home on time, tearfully 
begging him to forgive the hasty words she’d 
uttered. She'd play the part he’d outlined for 
her ... wail into the phone, hold his hand 
tightly on the ambulance trip across town, 
act like an angel for at least a month! 

Mr. Gardent smirked, opened his mouth 
and let the pile of green pills slide down 
his throat. The druggist had told him five 
pills would disturb his nervous system, ten 
would probably prove fatal unless steps were 
taken within two hours. He giggled as the 
twentieth capsule went down his gullet. Then, 
beginning to feel delightfully drowsy, he set- 
rled deep into the chair. He closed his eyes, 
beginning to dream of the gentleness with 
which he would accept Sylvia's tremulous 
pleas for forgiveness. He’d be gracious, he 
reassured himself, as his chin settled on his 
chest and the pills took effect. 


Once, at five minutes before seven o’clock, 
Mr. Gardent’s body trembled and a half- 
choked moan escaped from lips already start¬ 
ing to turn purple. By seven o’clock his 
tortured writhing had stopped completely. 
And fifteen feet from his body, behind the 
closed door of the bedroom, Sylvia Gardent’s 
body had turned cold. Pinned to her dress was 
a carefully prepared note. "Didn't go to the 
bridge game today,” it said. "Instead, I took 
twenty of your sleeping pills. I swallowed 
them at exactly four o’clock. In two hours 
... by six o’clock, unless I am rushed to a 
hospital ..I will be dead!” 







AND we CAME UP W/TN... 


mm ®? tub at, sub, awns mil. 





NOW YOU SEARCH 
FOR IT/ 


BUT IF YOU CAN'T FIND PIRACY 


AT YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND, YOU 
CAN SUBSCRIBE / JUST FILL OUT 
THE COUPON AND MAIL, TOGETHER 
WITH ONE HUNDRED PIECES OF 
CENT C THAT'S ONE BUCK, LAND¬ 
LUBBERS/), TO: 


























































































































































































































































































































































Send for my FREE Outfit 
and start a Quick - Cash 
spare time Shoe Business! 


lust 2 Sales a Day 
Brings Tea up te $217 
EXTRA a Month! 


W© Show You How To Do It! Mason shoes CanPe Bough! Only From YOU! 


Now, without spending one cent, you can start a spare¬ 
time Shoe Business that brings in exciting cash profits 
every month! My powerful Selling Outfit makes it 
easy. Just take 2 orders a day for our fine, Nationally- 
Advertised shoes and you earn up to $217,50 extra a 
month ! You also get chances to win valuable free prizes. 

EVERYBODY Wears Shoes! 

Mere's the perfect business, because EVERYONE you know can 
be « customer! Just show friends, relatives, neighbors, people where 
you work, how Mason Velvet-eez Air Cushion shoes let them “Walk 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor you give people the EXACT 

7 200,000 pairs in sizef 2V, to 15. widths AAAA to EEEE. Cus¬ 
tomers choose from over 160 different styles—dress,^ sport and work 

You’ll be EXCITED*the way people stuff steady cash profits in 

SHOE MFC. GO. 

ItM 1“®. KJ \W DEPT. MA-3S0, CHIPPEWA FALLS, W1S. 






























